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TO  THE 


QUEENS 


Moft  Excellent 


MAJESTY. 


MADAM, 

AS  the  ROYAL  EXAMPLE  n  the 
Leading  Light  of  the  World,  whilfl 
the  Popular  Inclinations  are  jo  powerfully 
influenced  by  the  SOVEREIGN  GENIUS 
above  them  •  what  Glory  and  what  Happinefs 
muji  the  proud  BRITANNIA  juftly  hoaji  from 
the  Radiant  PIETY  that  now  jfhines  from  her 
Throne,  in  fo  darling  a  PATTERN  before  'em. 

a        '  But 
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But  as  the  Imperial  Devotion  bends  fi 
low  to  the  Eternal  MAJESTY,  as  fi  bright 
a  Chriftian  Luminary  to  invite  the  under- 
fill Knees  to  copy  fio  divine  an  ORIGINAL; 
It  is  not  enough  amongfl  the  numerous  Inflames 
of  her  Religious  Zeal,  that  the  pleas* d  BRI- 
TANNIA has  heard  her  Royal  ANNE 
fnahg  her  late  Court  to  her  Great  SENATE 
for  that  defired  Enlargement  of  her  own  Hal- 
lowed ALTARS,  by  the  founding  of  fo  many 

new  Houfes  of  GOD  for  the  publick  Wor- 
ship of  fo  many  Thoufand  unprovided  Commu- 
nicants in  her  overfpreading  Capital,  whilfl 
the  Addition  of  fi  many  more  facred  Domes  fhall 
now  upraife  their  Towry  Fronts  beneath  her 
Metropolitan  St.  PAULV  bis  Crofs  of 
Gold  ( fo  tender  her  Maternal  Care  of  fo  large 
a  Nurfery :)  But  to  promote  a  yet  fublimer  Caufe9 
Refolv'd  to  fend  her  St.  PAUL  himfelfy  or  at 
leafl  bis  Commiffion'd  SONS.,  to  carry  on 
the  Wor\  of  his  own  Chriftian  Converfion 
even  to  the  remotefl  and  hitherto  darhgfl  Corners 
of  the  Earth  •  how  have  we  beard  her  publicly 
Call  to  her  Mitred  Heads  fir  fi  lUuftrious  a. 
Gofpel  Propagation. 

Our  Albion  Chronicles,  Mojl  Excellent 
PRINCESS,  have  juHly  refunded  the  Glories 
of  thofe  Crown  d  Heads ,  Tour  Royal  Tredeceffors, 
the  Britifly  Heroes  of  Old,  fo  ^ealoujly  aBive 
for  the  ReduBion  of  the  Holy  Land,  an  Vn- 
dertafyng,  how  praifi  worthy  foever,  yet  far  far 
fhort  of  the  Glory  of  this  Nobler  Chriftian  At- 
chievement Alafsy  their  lefer  and  more  tri- 
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"vial  Caufe  amounting  to  little  more  then  the  At* 
tainment  of  a  meer  Honour  dry  Plume,  that  more 
empty  Service  to  ChrifHanity,  the  Recovery 
of  the  Sepulchre  of  GOD  &c  from  the  Handy 
of  Infidels,  and  that  too  purchafable  only  at  fo 
dear  a  Price :  Wbiltt  this  more  propitious  and 
lefs  hazardous  Enterprise  carries  along  with  it 
that  more  important  ^r/^/Chriftianity.,  vi^. 
The  Abolition  of  Infidelity  it  felf  in  this  ea- 
jier  hloodlefs  Crofade.  Bloodlefs  indeed,  whiM 
inUead  of  obtfru&ing  Dangers  and  Difficulties^ 
the  Path  to  this  Blejfed  Performance  feems  Hrew^d 
with  Rofes ;  Even  Addrefs  and  Invitation  have 
given  their  Call  to  this  acceptable  Service.  For 
how  have  we  feen  fo  many  Royal  Suppliants, 
the  late  Indian  Princes*  brought  over  in  their 
nailed  Simplicity  and  uncultivated  Innocence ,  as 
fo  many  kneeling  Petitioners  before  the  Throne 
of  BRITAIN  for  the  Plantation  of  the  GoJ- 
pel  Tree  of  LIFE,  the  Knowledge  of  a 
GOD  amongtf  them. 

And  here,  as  the  Eye  of  Providence  feems 
more  particularly  to  direB  the  Bleffing  of  this 
Gofpel  Propagation  amongft  fo  many  Thou- 
fands  of  unenlightend  Souls  in  that  yet  almofl 
unhfiown  Part  of  the  World,  give  me  leave  to 
difplay  the  Triumph  of  fo  aufpicious  and  fo  di- 
vine a  Commiflion;  So  happy  thefe  Honour  d 
Americans  from  the  Reception  of  fuch  generous 
European  Vifitants  amongst  them,  beyond  their 
once  more  hard-fated  Indian  Neighbours 
when  firs~i.  vifited  by  the  barbarous  Spaniard, 
Tes  the  Benign  BRITANNIA  to  the  Immor- 
al 
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tal  Honour  of  her  Sovereign  MISTRESS 
fends  no  Cortefian  Tyrants,  no  Bloody 
Streamers  to  hang  out  amongH  them.  Ah  noy 
our  Britiih  Voyagers  carry  not  only  the  Flag, 
but  GOD  of  PEACE  along  with  them. 
And  as  the  wondrous  STAR  at  the  Great 
Hebrew  Birth  uprofe  to  lead  the  Eaftern 

Sages  to  fay  their  Orifons  and  Offerings  to 
the  Nativity  of  their  GOD:  &  the  Sacred  Ma- 
jefty  of  Britain  fends  forth  her  leading  Albion 
Lights  to  guide  whole  convert  Rations  to  the 
embracing  Arms  of  an  Incarnate  Deity ;  re- 
filv%  by  this  illnHrious  Miflion,  for  difpelling 
the  too  long  Shades  of  Death,  the  Heathen 
Darfyiefs  before  "em,  to  open  their  benighted 
Eyes  to  the  Kifing  Sun  of  Righteoufnefsy  by 
giving  them  fo  bright  a  Difcovery  both  of  the 
FOUNDER  and  SAVIOUR  of  the  World: 
Tes^  Royal  Chriftian  HEROINE,  Ton 
fend  Tour  Deputed  Champions  over  to  thofe 
pitied  Infidels,  on  a  more  facred  Expedition  - 
whilst  by  thus  truly  performing  the  Vicegefen- 
cy  of  GOD  in  fo  fhining  and  fo  merciful  a 
Charity  to  fo  many  7  houfand  wandring  Souls y 
Ton  fet  up  the  Standart  of  Tour  own  Britifli 
CROSS  amongtt  them,  not  lif^e  the  Romifh 
nor  Spanifh  Cruelty,  for  the  jacrificing  of 
fo  many  innocent  Lives  ;  but  laying  them  the 
Foundation  of  your  own  Eternal  One.  Tour 
Commiffioned  HEROES,  Tour  MAJESTYV 
truly  Chriftian  Hofts,  march  forth  neither 
for  Hostility,   Rapine,  nor  Invafion  •  not  fent 

amongB 
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amongfi  them,  to  rob  them  of  their  World,  hut 
to  give  9 em  Tour  Heaven. 

And  thus,  Royal  MADAM,  as  Tow 
MAJESTY'S  Great  COUNCIL  of  the  Nai 
tion3  amongct  their  indefatigable  Labours  in  their 
duteous  Service  to  fo  darling  a  PRINCESS, 
have  refolv'd  to  raife  Ton  New  Groves  of  Lau- 
rel in  the  Southern  AMERICA,  well  may 
ive  hop  a  profyerom  Succefs  to  fo  glorious  an 
Z)ndertatyngy  in  an  Expedition  that  even  courts 
the  Divine  Ajjislance  •  when  whatever  Worldly 
Advantage  we  may  propofe  to  our  fives  y  the 
Caufe  of  Heaven  is  joined  with  ity  in  no  lefs 
than  the  profiting  of  whole  Infidel  Kingdoms 
to  the  true  Worfhip  of  a  hitherto  Unknown 
'  GOD. 

What  a  Glorious  J£RA  of  Chriftianity 
fioaU  this  Age  commence y  fo  bright  a  Figure  Jhall 
the  prefent  Britannic  CHARITY  maty  even 
down  to  latefi  PoHerity,  when  turning  our  Eyes 
into  our  Holy  Temples,  we  find  not  only  fo 
many  Trehhle  Voices  added  to  the  Hallelujah 
Song,  in  the  Religious  Infant  Nurferies 
now  fyread  around  the  Kingdom  :  But  not  con- 
tent with  bounding  fo  tender  a  Companion  to  her 
own  Native  Sphere  done,  we  fee  the  Royal 
VIVLTY  laying  thofe  yet  greater  Plans  of  Glory x 
refolvd  to  maty  her  BRITANNIA,  with 
fuch  expanded  Arms  and  flowing  Breajis>  a 
more  Vniverfal  Nurfing  Mother  fa  ex* 
tenfive  a  Filial  AdpptiOfl 


And 
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And  therefore  amongfl  the  folemn  Returns 
of  Commemoration  and  Acknowledgments  from  an 
endebted  World  on  this  grateful  Occafiony 
it  was  the  Bright  Attraction  of  fuch  Iliujlrious 
ROYAL  GOODNESS,  in  fo  difufive  a 
Shorter  of  Blejfmgs,  could  only  have  embolden  d 
this  Addrefs  •  when  joyning  the  whole  Natio- 
nal Voice  of  Acclamation,  fo  loudly  and  fo  jtiftly 
paid  to  the  jhining  GRACES  of  fo  Adorable 
a  SOVERAIN  ,  this  Poetical  Effay  on  fo 
Divine  a  Theme  thus  publicity  prefumes  to  lay  it 
felf  at  Tour  MAJESTY  s  f acred  Feet,  by  the 
Hands  of 


MADAM, 


Tour  Majejtys 


mojl  dutiful  and  mojl  devoted 
Subjeft  and  Servant, 

E.  SETTLE* 


ON  THE 

PROPAGATION 

O  F   T  H  E 

G  O  SP  E  L 

FOREIGN  PARTS. 


A  PINDARIC 
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HOU  Evangelic  Glory  quickly  dawn, 

And  let  the  Lines  of  Life  be  drawn 
On  cv'ry  Heart,  in  ev'ry  Mind 
Whom  Thou  haft  from  Eternity  defignd, 
As  Inftances  of  Mercy,  Favour,  Love; 
And  let  'em  to  Eternity  improve, 
The  Hallelujah  to  that  Glorious  Name, 
With  as  much  Spirit  as  creates  a  Flame. 

For  Thou 
Art  rifing,  rifing  Now ; 
And  Ligfit  where'er  Thou  art  does  fliine 
Spotlefs,  and  Unconceivably  Divine. 
Shades  muft  retire,  &  Ignorance  retreat, 
And  Savage  Worfhip  fly  her  Ancient  Seat 
When  thro'  die  Indian  Clouds  the  Rays  break  forth 
(As  the  Sun  forces  thro'  the  gloomy  Norch,J 
And  there  to  the  Barbarian  Eyes  difplay 
The  Infant  Beams  of  Evangelic  Day. 

Then  gathering  o'er  the  Eaftern  Skies, 
(While  thro'  the  Eaftern  Air  the  Prince  of  Darknefs  fliesj 
Shew  the  Mejfiab  thro'  the  op  ning  Sphercx 
As  on  the  Road  he  did  to  Saul  appear, 
While  Scales  of  grofs  Barbarity  fhall  fall 
From  off  their  Eyes,  and  Reafon  fhall  recall 
Her  Scepter,  &  prefide  the  Man,  and  chafe 
Satanic  Vapours,  and  make  Room  for  Grace, 

B  So 
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So  in  this  major  World  ",bcfore 
Heav'n  operated  with  Prolific  Pow'r, 
Darknefs  fat  Sovereign  oe'r  the  jarring  Mafs, 
E'er  Nothing  did  to  £h|s  vajj  Something  'pafs.* 
Confufion  triumphed,  'till  the  Fiats  found- 

Did  Anarchy,  and  Difcord  wound, 
.    (Such  fuch,  fhall  be  the  final  Call, 
When  Mankind  fhall  fum  Up  their  numerous  AH, 
When  Death  fhall  into  Life  return, 
And  Motion  burft  da!  oppofmg  Urn. 
When  Bpnds  fhall  /mount  into  I  the  Air, 
And  Soul  and  Body  make  the  Everlafting  Pair.) 
The  Queen  of  Chaos  into  pregnant  Throes, 

And  fertile  Pangs  was  hurl'd ; 
Strait  fighting  Seeds  in  Harmony  arofe, 

And  Military  Atoms  chofe 
Pacific  Order,  now'  ho  longer  Foes : 
They  tfo  their  proper  Gaffes  come, 
Each  to  his  "New,  but  Lafting  Home, 
And  after  th'  Heavy  Elements  retir'd 
Downwards,  %c  Up  the  Light  afpir'd, 
Strait  to  the  wondring  Eye  fprahg  Out  this  Vaft,  &  Beauteous 

(World. 

II. 

Thus  Dark  in  Body,  but  more  Dark  in  Soul, 

As  Hell  had  fix  d  her  Liv'ry  there, 
And  Bondage  chain'd  to  th'  Ethiopic  Ear, 
And  ftamp'd  'em  Slaves,  and  did  prefide  their  Pole, 

Unpolifh'd,  Beftial,  &  Poor, 
Beneath  the  Torrid  fweats  the  Savage  Moor. 
Light  warms  the  Britifh  Beauty,  and  the  fame 
Upon  the  Negro,  glows  into  a  Flame. 
Help  Us  (by  Heav'nly  Inftincl:)  fayes  the  Wild, 
In  Ignorance,  not  Innocence,  a  Child, 
Begging  with  earneft  Voice,  &  eager  Eyes, 
While  thro'  the  Indian  Foam  the  Britifh.  Veffel  flyes. 
'Tis  done:  From  England  fee  the  Star  appears, 
It  dawns,  and  ftarts  from  the  Britannic  Spheres. 

The  Phofphor  haflen's  thro'  the  Sky ; 

To  you,  Ye  Indians,  it  draws  Nigh ; 

Twill 


'Twill  guide  your  following  Eyes  to  Hira  above, 
The  Source,  the  Author,  and  the  Sum  of  Love. 
Her  Apoftolick  Sons  with  fwelling  Sails, 
(Extenlive  as  their  Zealj  &  Heavenly  Gales 
Approach  your  Coafts,  while  in  their  Hands  They  bear 
Th'  expanded  Gofpel,  Unconfin'd  as  Air, 
And  free,  as  Light,  to  All ;  where  you'll  behold, 
An  humble  Shepherd,  with  an  humble  Fold ; 
His  Sheep,  &  Lambs  wauYd  in  their  Owner's  Blood, 
Whiter  than  Snow,  tho'  in  a  Crimfon  Flood, 
As  Virgins  Dreams  are,  Innocent  &  Good. 
You'll  lee  a  God  (not  mounted  on  a  Throne, 
Nor  dazling  from  Above  with  an  Etherial  Crown J 
But  (veil  Imperial  Heads,  Ye  Monarchs  bow, 

Low,  infinitely  low) 
Stretch'd  on  a  Manger  (with  a  Beftial  Guard  j 

Igncble,  defpicable  hard. 
Inftead  of  Jyrtan  Silks,  averting  Straw, 
Bears  the  MelTiah  to  the  wondring  Eye, 
Who  does  to  Sea,  &  Air,  &  Earth,  &  Heav'n  give  Law, 
Thus  laid,  by  his  Incarnating  Humility. 

But  now  look  up,  &  there  you'll  fee 
Upon  Mount  Thabor,  with  his  darling  Three, 

More  Glorious,  not  more  Lovely,  He 
Shines  with  a  Sovereign  8c  Eternal  Light, 

Ineffably  Divine  8c  Bright; 
Thofe  very  Limbs  that  in  the  Manger  lay, 
Streaming  &  beaming  forth  Celeftial  Day, 
Confound  the  Apoftolic  Eyes;  in  vain 
They  ftrive,  8c  ftrive,  8c  ftrive  again, 
They  fail,  recoil,  8c  fink;  nor  dare  the  Heav'nly  Rays  fuftain. 

III. 

Next  view  Him  on  the  Crofs,  view  agonizing  Love, 
Nail'd,  and  Tranfpierc'd,  &  Bleeding,  while  Above 
Angels  in  Tears  (Tears  fuch  as  Angels  weep) 
Their  Heav  n  fufpended,  for  that  Seafon  keep, 

As  Fellow-Sufferers  with  their  Lord 
Lately  by  Them,  as  their  Supreme,  ador'd. 
Ah !  See  that  Head  round  which  the  Rays  Divine, 
But  newly  did  inexplicably  twine, 

IMuf- 
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UnfufferaWe  by  the  Human  Fye, 

lhat  fled  th'  oe'r  whelming  Majefty, 
Bending  beneath  a  dolorous  Crown, 
Pungenr,  as  Cmlt,  that  penetrates  the  Soul, 
And  heavier  than  th'  impending  Pole! 
See  how  each  willing  Stream  flowcs  mildly  down. 

Yc  Angels  fee 
The  Pow'r  of  Love!  How  potent  is  it's  Plea! 
Ah !  how  that  pointed  Circlet  prefs'd 
To  th'  inmoft  Fibres  of  the  Brain 
(But  Oh !  the  Woes  within  the  Saviour's  Bread!  ) 
Forces  th'  ineftimable  Blood  around 

The  Head  (in  i'ts  own  Torrent  drown'd) 
While  the  Mefjiab  is  One  Univerfall  Wonnd. 

Tell  me,  Y c  Indians,  now  whofc  Natures  chang'd 
To  Savage,  with  the  Oafs  of  Tygers  rang'd, 
Did  e'er  Barbarity  afcend  fo  High  ? 
Or  th'  utmoft  Pitch  of  jEthiopic  V  illany, 
E'er  match  this  Jewiih  Portraiture  or  Hate 
Where  Sovereign  Cruelty  appears  in  State  ? 
View  Him  contemplatively  there 
Each  Nerve,  each  Vein,  each  Mufcle,  where 
There's  Any  that  has  not  it  s  mare, 
And  boldly,  Indian,  what  you  find.  Declare. 
No,  He  is  All  monopolized  by  Woe. 
Blood  does  from  every  Pore  oe'r  the  whole  Saviour  flow; 
His  Hands,  &*Feet  refembling  Tortures  feel, 
Refemblingly  tranfpeire'd  with  driven  Steel : 
His  Arms  expanded  to  the  Human  View 
Patience,  &  Love  unuttterable  fhew, 
In  the  kind  Pofture  of  a  Dear  Embrace 
With  th'  utmoft  Stretch  of  his  unbounded  Grace ; 

Still  willing,  after  All  is  pad, 
To  (hew  how  long  the  Saviour's  Love  can  laft ; 
When  ev'n  the  very  Blows  around 
Eccho'd  thro*  Heav'n  &  Earth  rhe  Crucifying  Sound, 
He  fhewed  'em  He  cou'd  ftill  forgive, 
And  They  might  ftill  for  ever  live  ; 
He  from  his  Throne  of  Blood, 
Invites  em  to  be  Good, 


.[  i  ]     ..  ... 

And  does  by  Suffering,  does  by  Prayer, 

The  Breach,  their  Crimes  had  made,  repair; 
Perfwadcs  'em  too  Emphatically  there, 
They'd  not  augment  the  curft  Satanic  Brood. 
Lo!  Here  Ghriltianity  is  Drawn  in  Red, 
Dy'd  in  the  Colour  that  it's  Author  bled. 
Evangelifts,  Apoftles,  Martyrs,  here 
Beneath  the  Crofs  thro'  all  the  World  appear, 

Dauntlefs,  &  caielefs  of  their  Breath, 
Contemning  Tortures,  &  defying  Death ; 
Who  thro'  furrounding  Fire  to  th'  op'ning  Skies 

With  lifted  Hands,  &  lifted  Eyes, 
In  Spight  of  Flames  with  Hallelujah  rife. 

O!  Coud  I  now  thofe  Manfions  fhow, 
The  Realms  to  which  thofe  Heav'nly  Spirits  go, 
Your  Eyes,  Your  Hearts,  Your  Souls  wou'd  thither  bend, 
Nor  leave  the  Purfuit,  'till  You'd  gain'd  Your  End. 
But  That's  a  Task  for  a  Seraphic  Fen, 
And  fcorns  th'  Ideas  of  embody 'd  Men  ; 
Language,  6c  Thought  are  diftanc'd  in  the  Flight^ 
And  faulter  at  the  ftill  Victorious  Height: 

With  equal  Eafe  might  Emmets  try 
To  mount,  &  fathom  the  furrounding  Sky.* 
Or  Moles  defcribe  the  Qua  Ikies  of  Sight, 
Or  Shades  that  dazling  Treafury  of  Light, 

Which  you,  Mifguided  Souls,  adorej 

As  We  th3  Unutterable  Store 
Of  Joys,  &  Glories,  &  diftinguifli'd  Rays 

Of  Radiant  Light  that  Heav'n  displays, 
Which  Deluge  on  the  raptur'd  Souls  Above 
In  the  calm  Realms  of  Purity  and  Love. 
They  brighe'n  by  their  Age,  for  ever  flow 
Immortal,  &  Unblemifh'd  ;  ftill  they  grow, 
Yet  dittanc  from  Decay,  when  countlefs  Years  are  done 

As    at  the  Moment  they  their  Race  begun, 
While  round  the  circling  Orb  of  vaft  Eternity  thev  rufi 

IV. 

See  the  Britannick  Miflionary  fhows, 

With  Hand  and  Heart  uplifted  to  the  Skies, 

Where  Happinefs  has  fix'd  her  bright  Repoie, 

Beyond  the  Limits  of  the  bounded  Eyes.       C  The 
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The  Indian  fees  the  Ambient  Air, 

And  cries-,  Myfterious  Chiftian,  where  ? 
Then,  pointing  at  the  Sun,  averrs  'tis  there.' 
No,  fays  the  Guardian  of  Souls  :  That  fliall 
Sicken,  decay,  &  ev'n  in  Darknefs  fall. 

Have  you  not  feen  a  Meteor  fly 
Along  th' extended  A^ure  of  the  Sky, 
And,  Jpinning  out  it's  Thread  of  Splendor,  dye?  - 
So  lhall  that  Ball  of  Light  refign  it's  Rays. 

And  end  with  Months,  &  Years,  &c  Days; 

Dark  as  the  Lunar  Globe,  which  is 

Bright,  not  by  Native  Beams,  but  His: 

And  you  your  felf  ihall  that  furvive, 
And  endlefs  Years,  when  that's  extinguifti'd,  live. 

And  what,  muft  all  the  Stars  on  High, 
Says  th'  Indian?  that,  like  Gems,  adorn  the  Night, 
Whofe  Numbers  quite  confound  the  Thought  &  Sight, 

Perifh,  at  laft,  like  You,  8c  I  ? 

So  th'  Apoftolic  Pages  fay, 
Replies  the  Son  of  Knowledge,  and  of  Day ; 
And  thofe  are  certain  as  the  Zenith  Sun, 

Certain  as  Things  already  done, 
Tho'  now  perhaps  they're  loft, 
And  no  Exiftence  boaft. 

Their  ftated  Term  of  ElTence  paft, 
And  in  the  Womb  of  Aged  Nothing  call. 

Nay  more  ;  This  vaft  Machine  muft  burn, 
Into  one  Univerfal  Cindar  turn  : 
And  all  the  numerous  Beings  meet  their  Doom, 
And  lye  extincl:  in  this  extended  Tomb. 
As  Sheets  of  Parchment  flutter  in  the  Air, 
And  Roul,  &  Fold,  &  Crackle  here  8c  there, 

When  North  Winds  bear  'em  up  on  High, 
And  Flames  perfue  'em  thro'  the  redning  Sky : 
So  fhall  thele  Elements  diflolve  with  Fire, 
And  into  Chaos?  whence  they  fprang  retire; 

The  Spheres,  &  Orbs  fliall  melt  with  Heat, 

And  nod,   &  fall,  with  noify  Fate, 

Aftonimingly  Loud  8c  Great, 

Soon 
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Soon  as  their  dated  Age  is  once  compleat, 
(Surpafling  Thunder )  from  their  ancient  Seat. 
The  Sun,  Grofs  as  the  darkeft  Bodies,  fhall 
Appear  a  Horrid,  Ghaftly  Ball: 
The  Moon  fhall  with  a  Sanguine  Hue 
Affright  the  gazing,  &  averring  View: 
The  Stars  fiiall,  like  expiring  Lamps,  be  thrown 

From  their  Celeftial  Sockets,  down, 
They  and  their  Places  never  to  be  known. 
Fire  fhall  o'er  all  this  vaft  Creation  gain, 
And  Earth,  8c  Sea,  &  Air  fhall  drive  in  vain  ; 
No  Matter  fhall  refift  the  burning  Sovereign. 
Then  You,  &  I,  &  All  whom  Breath, 
And  Reafon  dignified  from  Death 
Summon'd,  fhall  mount  aloft  into  the  Air, 
At  an  Angelic  Sound,  which  from  afar 
Shall  call  our  Human  Race  to  the  /Etherial  Bar : 
Flames  on  one  Hand,  &  on  the  other  Light, 
Shall  burn,  &  fhine  Majeftically  bright. 
While  on  a  Throne  on  High 
The  Human  Deity, 
Who  will,  thofe  Souls  he  dy'd  for,  try^ 
On  thefe  fhall  fmile,  on  thofe  fhall  frown; 
Thofe  fhall  difcard,  &  thefe  fhall  own. 
When  Monarchs  infinitely  more, 
Than  ever  Slaves  did  fhake  before, 
And  tremble  at  their  awml  Brows ; 
With  Cries,  &  Groans,  &  deprecating  Vows 
Shall  Hart,  8c  /hrink,  congeal,  &  fly, 
And  beg  the  Privilege  to  dye; 
Or  elfe  that  Alps,  or  Rocks,  or  Spheres, 
Wcu'd  hide  them,  &  their  agonizing  Fears, 
From  th'  awful  AfpecT:  of  the  Lamb, 
Inverted  with  the  Pow'r  to  damn, 
Thofe  to  whom  Altars  once  did  iliine, 
With  hvifh  Gold,  6c  dazling  Shrine, 
And  called,  by  grov'ling  Sycophants,  Divine.' 
Then  Jove,  and  his  Fraternal  Gods  fhall  dwell 
With  Him  whofe  Pride  did  to  a  Godhead  fwell. 
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Then  his  Imaginary  Thunder  fhall, 
Deriv'd  from  Fancy,  into  Fancy  fall .* 
The  Female  Deities  too  fhall  go 
Beneath  the  Earth,  Emphatically  low. 
And  All  together  driv'n 
From  their  fictitious  Heav'n, 
Shall  then  be  Thunder'd  to  fubfrantial  Hell. 

V 

Now  Thou  Co-Partner  in  the  Heavenly  Claim, 
Your  Choice  with  Skill,  and  Refolution  name. 
Here  Thorns  will  lead  you  to  Celeftial  Joy 
That  will  a  whole  Eternity  employ: 
There  Down  and  Rofes  to  the  Realms  beneath 
Of  Sulphur,  Flames,  and  ne'er  expiring  Death, 
Will  with  iurrounding  Mufick  lead  you  on. 

Till  the  Laft,  Great,  decifive  Groan, 
When  All  the  guilded  Vapours  will  be  flown. 
And  then  attending  Dragons  will  convey 
Your  Soul  for  ever  from  the  Hopes  of  Day, 
Or  Dawn  of  Gomfort,  or  One,  Glimmering  Ray: 
Where  Beds  of  J:  lames,  your  Beds  of  Rofes  fhall 

Succeed,  and  youll  for  Ever  fall 
Adown  the  Deep,  unfathornably  Low, 
Ingulph'd  in  th'  Abyfs  of  Immortal  Woe, 
Ah!  Why  that  Start!  'Tis  ablolutely  True; 

Unlefs  you're  Wife,  'twill  be  your  Due. 
Come :  Let  the  Water  warn,  your  Sins  away. 
What !  Wafh  my  Soul  ?  go,  wafh  that  glittering  I\ay, 
Or  cleanfe  the  Night.  With  equal  Eafe  you  may — 
No;  It  receives  it's  Virtue  from  Above, 
And  does  all  Crimes  invifibly  remove. 
Your  Saviour,  that's  Omnipotence,  ordain'd 
That  Sin  fhou'd  fly  from  the  Baptifmal  Hand, 
As  charged  on  Him,  &  by  his  own  Command. 
He  cancell'd  all,  &  Him  I  fhew'd  before 
Expiring  on  the  Crofs  with  voluntary  Gore. 

And  Now 
The  bright  Difcovery  allow* 
I  fee  the  Phofphor  of  arifmg  Grace 
Dawn  in  your  Eyes,  &  glimmer  in  your  Face; 
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Come  Friend,  declare  for  Heav'n,  and  take  the  Oofs: 
Whate'er  is  valu'd  here  is  Drofs, 

It's  Pomp  a  Trifle,  and  it's  Gain  a  Lofs. 

Well  joyn,  for  ever  joyn  in  Heav'nly  Love; 

And  mount  to  Joys  Seraphical  abive; 

Where  this  bled  Moment  you'll  for  ever  fing, 

Which  did  your  Saviour,  and  Salvation  bring : 

While  thro'  th'  Etherial  Round  the  Hallelujahs  ring 

'Tis  your  Task  now  to  propagate  this  Faith, 

And  fhew  to  others  this  Celeltial  Path. 

Obferve  that  Sun  i  He's  dark  to  what  thou  It  be, 

When  once  the  numerous  One  fhall  fhine  on  Thee, 

In  thy  Full  Vifion  of  the  fimple  Three. 

When  the  whole  Hierarchy  above  lhall  joyn, 

And  with  united  Rays  on  thee  combine. 

And  thou  reverberated  Beams  return, 
And  all  with  Rival  Love  reciprocally  burn: 

Th'  Human,  Angelic,  and  Seraphic  Fires* 

Shall  kindle  into  emulous  Defires; 

Of  Praife?  and  Adoration;  and  on  High, 

Refound  th'  Eternal  thro'  th'  harmonious  Skv^ 
While  the  whole  Heav'n  diflblves  in  Love  and  Extaly. 

VI 

Go  Britijh  Worthies,  Go,  difTufe  your  Day, 
Let  England  Evangelic  Light  difplay : 
Go,  Plant  your  Saviour,  where  you  plant  your  Queen  x 
Let  Both  be  with  united  Scepters  feen  : 

Let  Foreign  Mines  fwell  other's  Sails, 

Let  em  implore  the  Golden  Gales, 
While  Dreams  of  Mexico  their  Minds  engage, 
And  tedbus  Projects  waft  their  ebbing  Age, 
And  angry  Billows  at  thofe  Projects  rage. 
Be  tranfitory  Gold  not  worth  your  Care, 
No  Day  no  Moment  from  your  Jefus  fpare 
Their  Cxfors  Image  they,  and  you  your  Saviour's'bear, 
Proclaim  his  Sufferings  on  th'  Arabian  Sands, 
And  th'  utmoft  Edge  of  Habitable  Lands'. 

But  Hark,  Ye  Sons  of  Glory,  Hark, 
Have  you  Obferv'd  the  Morning  Lark 

®  Harmo- 
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Harmonious  Gratitude  repay 
To  tiie  Sun's  cheerful,  &  prolific  Ray, 

And  Tributary  Mufic  bring 
To  the  bright  Sovereign  of  the  fmiling  Spring, 
So  let  Immortal  William  be  difplay'd 
(The  Grand  Reftorer  of  the  Bntijh  Faith 
\X  ho  kept  it  in  the  Evangelic  Path ) 
Where'er  you  go,   beyond  the  Reach  of  Trade  t 
Where  the  retiring  &  the  riling  Light 

Leaves,  &  revives  the  Human  Sight, 
Extinguishes  the  Day,  &  chafes  Night. 

Beneath  the  Crown  of  Great  Naffau 
Your  Corporation  did  their  Projects  draw: 
And  he  protected  'em  with  Royal  Awe, 

And  fenc'd  'em  with  the  Guardian  Law. 
Juftice  demands  the  Lawrel  for  his  Brows, 

Religion  her  Reftorer  lhows ; 

Fame  her  Conquerour,  Peace  her  King: 
And  all  with  equal  Strains  the  Glorious  William  fing. 

But  That  which  did  confummate  All, 
And  made  him  worthy  of  the  Brit  if b  Ball, 
By  Heav'n,  &  Him  (let  this  your  Voices  raife 

To  Heav'n  in  Hymns,  to  Him  in  Praife) 
The  Sacred  Anne  adorns  the  Britifb  Throne, 
Whofe  Fame,  as  far  as  Billows  Roul,  is  flown  : 

Her  Ocean  does  its  Homage  roar 
To  the  moft  barbarous,  far  extended  Shore, 
While  at  her  Name  rei'pec~tful  Monarchs  bow, 
With  humble  Scepters  reverently  low, 

And,  lpight  of  Salique  Laws,  allow 
That  Majefty  becomes  a  Female  Brow. 
If  on  the  Wings  of  William^  8c  of  Jnney 
(Who  like  Two  Cherubims  uniting  bear, 
The  Britijh  Faith  to  the  remoteft  K\x) 
This  Grand  Delign,  as  far  as  Language  can 
Convey  it,  foars;  Heav'n  will  aflift  the  Flight, 
With  potent  Vigour,  &  refiftlefs  Light. 

The  Hope  of  Europe  has 
(Whofe  Word  is  facred,  as  it  ever  wasj 

Affur'd 
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h  J  her  Favour  fhall  attend  Your  Zeal, 
And  You  th'  Effe&s  of  Royal  Bounty  feel. 

VII. 

Go  on;  let  dbe/Jinian  Temples  found 

Our  England's  Faith,  in  Heav'nly  Volumes  found  ; 

For  Crowds  of  fwarthy  Vot'ries  there, 
And  in  the  Torrid  Regions  will  appear, 
While  Indian  Echoes  fend  the  Britijb  Hymns  around* 
As,  to  encounter  th'  Enemy  of  Good, 
The  Spirit  drove  into  a  favage  Wood 
The  Author  of  our  Principles.,  Who  pray'd, 
And  Fiends  &  Tygers  tremblingly  afraid 

Retir'd  in  hade,  nor  durft  fuftain 
Thole  powerful  Words  that  never  were  in  vain ; 
While  in  their  Room  advancing  Angels  came 
To  own  their  Lord,  tho'  in  a  Human  Name, 
And  Figure,  veil'd;  So  let  afcending  Love 
That  can  all  Obftacles,  all  Clouds  remove, 
Attack  Omnipotence,  Sc  ftorm  the  Throne  Above. 

Then  Mooriili  Fiends  wrll  fly  away 
Chas'd  by  the  pointed  Beams  of  Apoftolic  Day* 
No  more   let  Cajar   kindle  into  Flame, 
Nor  the  Great  Macedonians  noify  Name 
Our  eager  Youth ;  or  dawning  Souls  prepare 
For  Laurels  growing  in  the  Fields  of  War  : 
But  let  'em  mourn:  the  Crofs  on  High, 
And  wave  the  Saviour  s  Arms  to  the  applauding  Sky. 
Let  it  beyond  the  Roman  Eagle  go, 
And  feek  for  None  but  the  Satanic  Foe: 
Him  let  the  Heirs  of  Heav'n  purfue: 
He  firft  the  Shaft  againfl  us  drew  , 
Let  us  the  Primitive  Fight  renew, 
Our  Caufe  is  juft,  our  God  is  True, 
We  fhall.  If  Courage  fpurs  us  on,  Subdue. 

VI J  L 

A  Charter  from  a  Britiflj  King 
Which  did  from  prompting  Virtue  fpring, 
Supported  by  a  Queen  like  Ours, 
Two  Pious,  Two  Britannic  PowYs, 

Mud 
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Muft  needs  be  Solid,  Lafting,  and  Secure, 
And  Ages,  worthy  inch  a  Rife,  endure. 
This  adds  the  Luftre  of  the  Crown 
To  what  the  Miter  has  begun  ; 
And  as  Vines  ripen  by  the  friendly  Sun, 

So  when  Zeal  dazling  from  a  Throne 
In  Royal  Robes  alTifts  the  pious  Gown : 
The  Seraph  then  appears  in  State, 
Commands  the  Humble,  &  allures  the  Great: 

The  Work's  Prophetically  Done; 
Religion  moves  with  Majefty  and  Awe, 
And  does  attending  Nations  draw, 
While  Jnil'cbriftian  Vice3 
As  once  it's  Author  was  from  Paradife, 
Is  Head  long,  like  precipitated  Thunder,  thrown. 
Let  us  not  pafs  the  dawning  Prodigy, 
A  Chriftian  Splendour  from  an  Ethnic  Sky : 
He  dazles  in  his  Morning  Beams,  his  Ray 

Tho'  newly  kind'ld,  rifes  to  a  Day  ; 
Sent,  like  the  Eaftern  Magi,  from  Afar, 
Led,  by  fome  inward  Evanglic  Star, 
To  fearch  the  SAVIOUR  in  the  Britijb  Air. 
But  when  'tis  mounted  in  it's  finiih'd  Noon 
We  may,  by  what  he  has  difplay'd  fo  foon, 
Imagine  a  furprizing  Light  will  mine 
Worthy  of  England's  Care  to  make  that  Light  Divine. 
Our  Britijb  Faith,  Formofa,  as  Serene, 
As  Bright  &  Potent,  as  it's  Britijb  Queen, 
Will  (as  the  Aim  of  dawning  Fate  appears, 
As  Omens  promife  by  preceeding  Years) 
Illuftrate  &  oerfpread,  thy  P2gan  Spheres. 
And  then  that  Hellim  Object  of  thy  Dread, 
And  Altars  too,  with  dying  Infants  fed, 

(While  Flames  advance  the  Mafculine  Cries 
Of  new-born  Souls  to  the  dctefting  Skies, 
To  glut  him  with  his  Darling  Sacrifice^ 
Will  fly  the  Doctrine  of  Humility, 
Firft  caught  us  by  a  kneeling  Deity, 
A  God  all  Proftrate  in  an  Agony. 
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IX. 

And  now,  my  Mufe,  America  furvey, 

You'll  find  the  Phofphor  of  advancing  Day 

In  our  Plantations  gratefully  arife 

And  Jefus  dawning  thro  the  Indian  Skyes. 

The  Englifh  Miter  fent  it's  Envoys  there 

To  chale  the  Vapours  from  that  Cloudy  Sphere^ 

And  the  exterminated  Shades  fupply 

With  the  bright  AfpecT:  of  the  Britifh  Sky. 

See  there  their  Indian  Majefties  on  Knees 

Waiting  for  Heav'ns,  &  Royal  Jnnes  Deerees : 

The  fwarthy  Monarchs,  negligent  of  Gold, 

And  trifling  Gems,  &  whatfoe'er 
We  Chriftians  hold  fo  Dear, 
And  with  devouring  Eyes,  and  captive  Hearts  behold, 
Look  above  Mines,  &  what  the  Mines  produce 
For  Treafure  of  a  more  exalted  Ufe, 

For  Light  to  fhew  the  Heav'nly  Way, 

And  guide  'em  with  a  friendly  Ray, 
Where  the  Road  leads  to  Everlafting  Day. 
O  England!  Let  this  Century  be  Crown'd, 
And  be  diftinguifh'd  in  th'  Eternal  Round, 

Ev'n  above  Najfaus  wondrous  Reign, 
Who  did  declining  Liberty  regain, 
And  <BmiJh  Faith,   6c  Britifh  Rights  maintain ; 
And  let  the  Aged  Kalendar  relate 

More  fplendidly  than  Fame  does  date, 

Since  the  black  Edward  did  advance 
The  Englijh  Standard  thro  retreating  France; 

When  Gallic  Senators  did  bow 
With  a  iubmiiTive  Brow, 
With  bended  Knees,  fubferviencly  low  : 

Since  the  French  King  was  Captive  here, 

And  France  beheaded  of  her  Prince 
Has  curd  the  Englijh  Annals  ever  fince. 
When  Legate's  Suppliant  Gold,  and  Prayers  combined 
To  ranfom  their  Grand  Monarch  here  confin'd: 
Since  conquering  Henry  joyn'd  the  Gallic  Crown* 
To  Britain's,  &  made  That  Obedience  own, 

And 
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And  prov'd  that  Fate  defign'd,  that  It  (hou'd  fit 
TUeEngliJh  Brow,  and  regularly  fit, 
Prophetically  well;  as  if  again 
A  Britijh  Monarch  fhou'd  oc'r  Gallia  reign : 

Since  William  did  our  Faith  reftore 
From  Romi/b  Error,  &  from  Gallic  Powr: 

Since  th'  Engli/b  Mound  was  born  away, 
And  Truth  o'erpowr'd  by  Superftition  lay 
Expiring  under  a  Defpotic  Sway. 
Since  Thames  was  vitiated  with  Foreign  Streams, 
And  Faith  was  poyfon?d  wirh  MonalUc  Dreams : 
When  Chanty  &  Ifis  were  compell'd  to  joyn 
With  the  proud  Waves  of  Arbitrary  Sexn : 
When  Victory  the  wond'riug  Boyn  pafs'd  o'er, 
And  fix'd  the  Crown  upon  her  Williams  Brow, 
And  conquer'd  France  in  her  retreating  Pow'r, 

And  brought  th'  alpiring  Lillies  low, 
While  Williams  Laurels  did  Superior  grow : 
Since  with  her  Hero  on  Britannia's  Throne 
With  equal  Luftre  Fair  Maria  /hone 
Whofe  happy  Sway  did  th'  Hearts  of  England  win, 
Royal  without,  Seraphical  within, 
Whofe  Life,  &,  Death,  like    the  Arabian  Air, 
Breath'd  nought  but  Aromatic  Love,  and  Pray'r : 
She  liv'd  in  Penitence  beneath  a  Crown, 
And  met  advancing  Flattrey  with  a  Frown, 
And  unenamel'd  Trnth  did  court,  &  own* 

X. 

All  thefe  are  Glorious  Dates  in  England's  Roll, 
But  what  confummates,  &  excells  the  Whole, 
Is,  what  to  Future  Chronicle  we  give, 
In  which  this  Grand  Defign  fhall  ever  live, 
Since  Apoftolic  Fervour  did  revive 

In  England,  be  this  Englands  Date, 
An  Epoch  worthy  of  the  Britijh  State; 
The  Grand  Catoftrophe  of  Myfterious  Ftate  c 
Since  Engliflj  Zeal  o'erfwelling  Oceans  bore 
The  Saviour,  &  his  Crofs  to  th'  Indian  Shore, 
Led  by  no  other  Motive  than  by  Love 
To  Mankind,  Films  of  Barbarifm  to  remove, 

And 
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And  fhew  to  their  unclouded  Sight  the  Road 
Tnat  leads  to  Blifs,  &  the  Divine  Abode. 
Methinks  Cseleftial  Revolutions  ieem 
To  draw  fome  Draughts  of  an  advancing  Scheme. 
From  teeming  Centuries,  ripning  Now, 
And  pregnant  Proprieties,  which  grow 
Into  Effecl:,  yet  for  Meridian  State 
Still  the  Grand  Hours,  &  Mighty  Moments  wait : 
Mechinks  I  fee  the  Englijh  Miter  born 
By  Foreign  Heads,  in  Foreign  Temples  worn, 
And  the  Britannic  Liturgy  by  Crowds 
Of  diftant  Vot'ries  pierce  the  foreign  Clouds, 
While  willing  Angels  mount  the  Hymns  Above 
To  the  bright  Throne  of  Purity,  &  Love. 

But  lo! 

The  Hoary  Head  of  the  Pontiffic  Robe, 
Th'  Jaronic  Mofes  of  the  Sacred  Chair, 
Who  fhines  with  Meeknefs  thro  the  Britijh  Globe, 
Claims  a  Majeftic,  &  Commanding  Share; 
For  He  does  th'  Apoftolic  Engines  move 
In  this  Casleftiai  Scheme  of  Venerable  Love: 
But  let  the  Angel  of  this  Grand  Metropolis, 

Let  London  his  Great  Steps  fucceed, 
Whom  Fame,  &  Gratitude  can  never  mifs, 
Who  does  o'er  numerous  Myriads  prefide: 

Let  Him  attending  Miters  head, 

And  they  with  willing  Motion  bear 
Their  Task^  &  the  Majeftic  Burthen  rear, 
The  Humble  En'mies  of  the  Source  of  Pride; 

In  one  another  move, 
Like  the  Prophetic  Wheels,  with  Ardour  drove, 

And,  guided  by  refiftlefs  Love, 
With  One  another  mount  th'  -/Etherial  Road, 

And  on  the  following  Worthies  lead, 
And  frame  the  Chariot  of  the  Son  of  God. 
O  England  !  how  Your  Prelacy  difplays 
Two  Sacred  Lamps  with  Evangelic  Rays 

(The  Pillars  of  their  Church,  &  State, 
Which  never  were  fo  near  their  Zenith  feen, 

And 


And  the  Great  Engines  of  defigning  Fate, 
And  th'  awful  Guides  of  the  Britannic  Queen) 
Serene,  yet  Ardent ;  Vigorous,  yet  Mild ; 
Kind,  yet  Majeftic  ;  Affable,  yet  Bold 

As  dazling  Seraphs  We  behold 
Glow  in  our  Temples,  with  Cadeftial  Gold, 
Yet  fweetly  fmiling  like  a  dawning  Child ; 
Where  confecrated  Mufic  bears 
Our  Halelujahs,  Hymns,  6c  Pray'rs 
To  Heav'n,  8c  Harmony  fublimely  fings 
The  Love,  6c  Grandeur  of  the  King  of  Kings. 

Thefe  burn  with  Zeal,  &  Light  Divine, 
And  grace,   6c  influence    our  Briti/b  Sphere, 
Seraphically  Warm,  Angelically  Clear, 
And  in  this  Project  Tranfmarine, 
This  Church,  State,  Epoch,  Reign,  &  Bright  Defign, 
O'er  the  Canonic  Sons  of  Glory  fhine. 

XI. 

And  now,  Ye  Patrons  of  this  Great  Croifade 
In  which  fo  much  of  Heav'nly  Zeal's  difplay'd, 
Urge  on  the  Glorious  Task,  as  You've  begun, 
Nor  leave  till  You  the  Mighty  Web  have  fpun, 
And,  the  yet  diftant  Palm  of  Conqueft,  won; 
Nor  till  applauding  Angels  fee  it  Done. 
Go;  the  Dominion  of  the  Sea  is  Ours, 
As  Heav'n  had  given  it  to  Britannic  Powr's 
To  waft  Our  Faith,  as  far  as  Sails  can  fly, 
And  to  tranfport,  to  the  remoteft  Sky, 
Not  Coin,  nor  Traffic,  but  Chriftianity. 
See  how  Majeftic  Charity  appears 

With  pond'rous  Gold,  6c  weighty  Sums  ! 
She's  veild,  when  fhe  the  Contribution  bears, 
While  You  admire  from  whom  the  Bounty  comes. 

As  the  Sum  was  of  Quality, 
So  alfo  was  her  Bright  Humility. 
Like  thofe  Intelligences  that  Above 
Beftow  on  us  Memoirs  of  Sacred  Love. 
We  fee,  &c  own  the  Benefits  reveal'd, 
And  yet  the  Benefactors  are  conceal'd. 
Thus  You're  fupply'd  by  pious  Care, 

Secret, 


[  a  ] 

Secret,  &  kind  as   Guardian  Angels  are; 
The  Grand  Donations  worthy  of  a  Queen* 

And  yet  the  Donor  will  not  yield, 

By  Heavenly  Modefty  witheld, 
V  admit  the  Eye,  or  let  the  Hand  be  feen* 
When  Magdalen^  the  Generous  Ointment  pour'd 
Upon  the  Head  of  her  Devoted  Lord, 

He  promis'd  that  the  Deed  fhould  fly 

On  Evangelic   Wings,  on  High, 
Nor  be  confin'd,  but  by  the  circling  Sky. 
So  be  this  Glorious  She  aloud  proclaim'd 
Where'er  Chriftianity,  &  Virtue's  nam'd, 
Rais'd  by  whofe  Bounty  we  will  hope  to  fee 
(Bounty !  Of  fuch  Exemplary  Degree) 
That  Charity  will  leave  her  Throne  above. 
Whither  fhe  long  ago  did  hence  remove 
Chas'd  like  Aftraa  from  this  fordid  Worfr 
In  Avarice,  &  wild  Contention  hurl'd, 
And  vifit  here  below  our  Female  Reign, 
Where  Virtue  holds  the  Scepter,  &  regain 
Her  ancient  Honour,  &  abandond'd  Seat, 
And  fhew  this  Pattern  to  the  Rich,  &  Great, 
And  teach  'em  how  to  mount  on  Steps  of  Gold 
To  Heav'n,  &  on  the  Wings  of  Charity 
(For  Heav'n  to  Deeds  of  Charity  is  fold ^ 
Fly  to  the  Blifsful  Regions  of  the  Sky. 
And  now  can  Salamanders  ftill  be  found 

llninfluenc'd  by  fuch  Flames  as  thefe? 
Where  Gold'n  Zeal  does  copioufly  abound 
Can  ftill  the  avaricious  Wretches  freez? 
But  why  do  we  the  Queen  of  Graces  thus 

Implore  from  Heav'n  to  vifit  Us, 
When  we  behold  Her  on  the  Briti/b  Throne 
Whom  Princely  Virtues,  as  their  Center,  own  ? 
Whence  Royal  Charity  defcending  down 

Took  off  the  Jewels  from  her  Crown, 
Almoft  as  loon  as  Heav'n  had  gave  'em  Her, 
And  did  'em  on  the  Sons  of  Heav'n  confer, 
T'  augment  the  Luftre  of  the  fading  Gown. 
She'd  make  her  Crown  diminutivley  fliine, 
T'  advance  the  Honour  of  the  Sacred  Shrine. 

F 


Upon  the  Church,  her  Ornaments  of  State, 
Retrenching  Majefty,  fhe  wou'd  tranflate; 
Tho'  Fleets,  &  Armies  hung  upon  her  Store, 
And  T  hole  obligd  to  cope  with  Gallic  Pow'r  ; 

Upon  the  Church  flic  fix'd  her  Eye, 
And  gave  her  firft  the  requifite  Supply, 
And  left  the  Reft  to  the  protecting  Sky ; 
Bravely  refolving  fhe  wou'd  not  be  Great, 
And  her  Canonic  Subjects  Mean,  or  Poor. 
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Jar^e  a  Pindaric  Poem  on  the 
ICW°       Gospel  in  America 

TO  its  first  editions  of  Elkanah 
Settle  the  Library  has  now  added 
one  of  his  characteristic  occasional  odes, 
A  Pindaric  Poem,  on  the  Propagation  of 
the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts  ^A.8148.3]. 
printed  in  London  in  171 1. 

The  topic  of  the  ode  is  of  interest 
to  Americans.  The  first  step  towards 
missionary  work  in  the  American  colo- 
nies was  an  ordinance  of  1649  which 
resulted  in  the  incorporation  of  the 
famous  Society  for  Propagating-  the 
Gospel  in  New  England.  In  1662  Charles 
II  issued  a  charter  extending  the  sphere 
of  the  Society  to  "parts  adjacent"  to 
New  England.  As  the  southern  colonies 
also  needed  missionaries,  interested 
Anglicans  formed  a  separate  organi- 
zation which  in  1701,  by  a  charter  from 
King  William,  became  the  Society  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  Foreign 
Parts.  Queen  Anne,  to  whom  Settle 
here  addresses  a  fulsome  dedication, 
•  had_  already  as  Princess  supported  the 
Society,  and  now  continued  to  further 
,the  work  of  piety.  In  the  ode  itself 
Settle  celebrates  the  evangelistic  work 
of  the  Church  of  England  among  the 
American  Indians  and  contrasts  its 
method  with  that  of  the  Spanish  con- 
querors. Florid  and  exaggerated  as  the 
poem  is,  it  is  only  just  to  admit  that 
the  verse  includes  some  felicitous  lines. 

The  thin  folio  is  bound  in  a  con- 
temporary cover  of  black  morocc<.. 
elaborately  gold-tooled,  with  the  arms 
of  William  Bromley  of  Baginton  in  the 
centre.  The  book-plate  of  a  later  William 
Bromley  appears  inside.  Many  of  Settle's 
poems  written  on  special  occasions 
were  bound  for  presentation.    M.  M. 
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[SETTLE  (Elkanah)]  A  Pindaric  Poem,  on  the  Propagation  of 
the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts.  A  Work  of  Piety  so  zealously  recom- 
mended and  promoted  by  Her  Most  Gracious  Majesty. 

London:  Printed  for  the  Author,  171 1.  Fine  copy,  contemporary  black 
morocco,  the  sides  elaborately  tooled  in  gold  to  a  panel  pattern  with  corner 
ornaments,  and  having  in  the  centre  the  large  coat  of  arms  of  William 
Bromley  of  Bagington  in  the  County  of  Warwicke,  with  bookplate  of  a  later 
William  Bromley  inside  front  cover,  excellent  condition 

Folio.  §60.00 

Privately  printed  and  extremely  rare.  Written  upon  the  inauguration  of  the 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  America.  Settle  w  as  appointed 
city  poet  in  1691 . 


